jg                JUDITH PARIS

always sorry for her and would Jkiss her and let
her have a pinch of snuff out of his box. Yes, the
risk was nothing. Softly she stole up the stairs.

As it happened, Mrs. Sarah Henries vvas at
that same moment writing of Judith to her sister-
in-law, Mrs. Deborah Sunwood. She sat in the
China Room, pleasant and sunny, the low windows
looking across to Skiddaw, The room was hand-
somely furnished with some pagodas and vessels
of Chelsea china, in which were set coloured sprigs
of artificial flowers. The walls were hung with
a Chinese wallpaper and, to quote an old Herrics
journal,' A looking-glass, enclosed in a whimsical
frame of Chinese paling, stood upon a Japan table
over which was spread a coverlet of the finest
chintz/ Yes, a pretty room, burnished now with
the last orange glow of the setting sun, for it
was after five, and Sarah Herries must light the
candles.

She stood there a moment watching the
trembling flame, a handsome woman in a rose-
coloured hoop, wearing her own hair, a fine bosom,
and the face stout a trifle, but kindly, good-
humoured and patient.

She was thinking, perhaps, as she held the
smifler in her hand and glanced at her broad
figure in the looking-glass, that her life had
been cast in pleasant places since that day so
many years ago when David had snatched her
out of Wasdale and fought her uncle on the Stye
Head Pass.                                                   '

Shewasthmkingofthatandof her Will, whom
she adored, and her Francis, whom she adored